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HOW HOTELS ARE R

The Chief Caterer and His
Corps of Assistants.

—

PROCEEDINGS ON MARKET.

Bugy Scenes in the Kitchen and Other
Departments.
THE WORLD TAXED EACH DAY

[WRITTEN FOX THE DYSPATCH.]

HE Ilatier-dsy
moralists proless
0 regard with
horror and con-
tempt the lux-
urious gluttony of
desd and gome
Heliogubalus. We
are deeply dis-
gusted beonuse the
epicureso! Horace
dine on pescock’s
brains, garaished
with white sanils
from the Cherso-
nesus,. “ W hat
bideous folly I'
we wrathfully ex-
claim—"The
whole EBoman
world ransacked
its furthest limits
to supply & eingle
Cemsar with & sup-
per! It was mon-

: strons!”

But lave we ever paused to consider
thot a far greater area is searched through
to find even a colintion for our correcter
selves? And our dinners—our luncheons—
hove we ever wought into their histories.
Hod we done so we might have lesrned,
that, wheress the petty world of Pliny was

or whose plumpness
up the mark, were allowed to bang from the
eruel hooks or to recline upon their marble
slab. This denler in game seemed 1 under-
stand M. Menjou perfectly when the caterer
ERETECTED A BIED,

ha did not attempt to dispute, but merel
raised his ,:: ever so slightly, an
produced another, After the & there
was an immense porchase in fowl, chickens,
ducks and torkeys were one after avether
examined, talked over, or bought.
Wich the conglusion of the pouliry snd

me purchases, this portion of M. Meo-

u's morning labors ended.

The eaterer retraced his steps to the hotel
to superintend the arrival and storage of
the provisions. Through & baok entrance
esane the meats, the fruit, the game
pouitry, the vegetables, and later, the con-
signments trom the depot. The last men-
tioned consisted of fish, more fruit, and can-
;nbmb I'ron: New York. : :en :hr:

ept constantly employed at receiving
io::. and Iwwing it =mway. But
at this point some iden should be given of
the which in aifferent wsys helps M.
Menjou keep his eatering ghing. Firstof
all, generalissimo of the forces is M. Albers
Menjou. Then eome the head waiter, the
second hesd waiter and the third head
waiter, all of whom are ealled in hotel slang
“eaptsine.” Besides these there are 24
regular waiters, who sre divided into four
“watches,” ench watch containing six men,
Then comes & number of mssistant waiters,
called, curiously enough, “omnibas.” That
is one department—the department of

.
THE DEPARTMENT OF COOKING.

Of the cooking department the chef is
Frank Albrosini. Under him is a second
chef, & *‘broiler,” a “garde manger," who
looks after the cold meats, salads, éle.; a
“garde de nuit,” whose name explains his
office; & “buteber,” who does the cutiing up
of mest, eto., and six women cooks who do
miseelluneons work,

After the oooking comes the de-

ent. Isidor Hugele is chief of this
ranch, and has st his command an ice-
cream msker, a baker and a few assistants,
There are two storeroom departments—that
of the storeroom lor immediaie uss, and that
of tl;e gan‘grnl mnmlin Eﬂg?; o‘; these
employs s few persons. of the depart-
meants is that of dish-washing! There are 12
girl dish-washers, but on special occasions
this number is largely increased.
All M. Menjou's men cooks snd waiters
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ECEXE IN A HOTEL KITCHEN.

more than sufficient to produce a magnifi-
cent meal for the Emperor ofall the Romans;
¥ei the great earth, as we know it, is barely
large enough to give s satisfyine dinner to
the commonplace Pittsbure oil or iron man,
who spells »1 his menm, in the Hotel
Dugquesne. Why every

CHINE AND CRANNY

of the globe is probed into for his benefit.
For bim eracked that rifie across the
purple Scoteh bheuths, for him plodded that
weary hooter through Canadian suows
For him the plunging salmon was fashed
into sunlizht (rom its froxen haunss; for him
the oranges of the South were plucked from
their bending branches. And there he sits
and sips hiis ca'e noir and cogoac, patting
himsel|, metaphorieally upon the back, and
exclziming like the ingennous youth in the
nurserr tale: *“Ob! what o good boy am 1.*
No doubt, it he knew anvthing about those
old rose-wreathed sy tes that the poet
sneers at, be would feel iotensely dis-
gusied, like the excellent patriot that he is,
st their aristocratic appetite. Bat is the
appetite of our friend the ofl man, demo-
eratic?

Some dav somebody will write the history
of & table d"hote. Nol to the inscriber of
these sunient senteness is allowed that glori-
ous task. But it is, however, permitted that
he should write u single chapter of the great
work. “The history of the parchase of a
table d*hote in Pittsburg” will be the name
of thst modest fragment.

THE CEIEF CATERER'S JOURXEY.

On 3 certzin morning when winter had
just taken his departure and spring was still
oceupied in fittiog ou her grass-green hose
behind the scepes, when the fickle sun shove
furth with illusive brilliancy and snipe and
plover were in souson, on such s mornin
there sallied from the portals of the H
Dugquesne, M. Albert Menjon, chiel of that
bolel's vatering department. Very gnml.il ¥
M. Menjou strolled on down the bustling
street; und the raiment of M. Menjou was
irreproschuble. Iu the chief caterer's button-
bole biusbed & red, red rose, ana the heart
of the chiel eatorer was as light as & lea’
thereo!. Presently be arrived at s eertain
wall-known butcher's establishment, and
here balied to order loins and ribs tor his
guesis.  Very  enrefolly was the mest
eelested, about 125 worth being purchased.
Then M. Menjou, with a wave of his jew-
eled hand, remarked: “Send it up to the
botel, please, and see that it in sent just as 1
ordered it.”"

The reader must note that this big order
o! loins and ribs was oot intended tor use on
the dav just becun, When it arrived in the
hotel, & listie later in the morning, the store
rooms would receive it; and there, on ice, it
wonld remain ootil the following day.
Evory other estable ordered in the morning
is used during the afternoon and night.

VEGETARLES AND FEUIT.

When M, Mesjou had finished with his
butcher, e sauntered toward the vegetable
and frulf markel. Batlitide time wus ex-
pended on the vegetables, of which some $25
worth were ordered. The venders seemed
1o know the eaterer very well and 1o have
» vholesome desire to please him. Asan
Tralinn's truit stall, however, there was some
difficuity sod a little sbarp bargaining.
Buunnas, apples, oranges, pears, eie., were
porchased, and when the wraopll
over and the price agreed on, M.
lelt directions us to the eareful umuzing of
the froits to their desiination and hurried

off,

Fish is not selected in Pitsburg, It
eomes iither fram the grest emporiam, New
York; sod Pinshurg caterers have to take
Sheir chonees us to its merits or demerits.
Just now Cannds brook trout, Kennebee
salmon, lobsters, black bmas, ete., are the
fish in sesson, and ehoals of them are un-

ed every day. The next place visited

iy M. ):enjnnmlp-l Here he
became ittensely particulnr. over,
suipe aod  squab, all suffered & - in:

spection, aud meny were rejected st once,

hail from New York, but they have been
origioally foreigners. waiters are
obliged to be clean ghaven, and wust appear
in evening dress after noon,

Down in the kitchen and room of
every hotel there is hustle and haste all
through the day and far into the night. The
Duquesne kitchen as a loug room, divided
u'p the middle by a table upon which a band
of white-robed, white-oapped cooks are
dressing the variouns dishes p tory to
introducing them to the fiery ordeal. Others
of the enoks are oocupied at the great range
which roos slong the further gide of the
room. With fingers clutching the mystie
kaoife or fork, their sign of office, they watch
over their dish as 8 mother might wateh over
her child. At the upper end of the long
table lounges the chef,

LOOKING VERY DIGNIFIED,
and somewhat jealous of intrusion. The fe-
male cooks fiv hither and thither, manking
themeelves generally useful. Savory odors
fill the nir and tempt the interloper to

In the Markel. -+

partake of some of the chef"s creations,
In every direotion, around the kitchen it
would ;?ur. ns though there were store-
rooms, Here milk and chesse are kept;
here ribs and loins, packed in fce, awalit the
“buteher’s™ knife; here game and poultry
hang in an Aretio atmosphere; here the
flame-hoed lobster, the and the tender
frog are in readiness for the summons to the
table. In all these storerooms one shivers
involuntarily. Thechange irom the hesat of
the kitehen to the cold air of the larder isa
very remarkable one.

ear at hand is the plece where pasiry
ﬁ 8 mpruar me. H:ti: dﬁl Hugel;ushm
manuinotorers confection
Snd !‘mbmc;humuhdf - t’mya-mv:.‘
ear ates o tisburg epicures.
Here, too, I:hﬁing goes on, .MP:‘W
every
turned

form aud variety of the staff of life is
out.

THE BUST DISHWASHERS,

The dishwushing room presests a busy
sceme. A e o! bare armed damsels
splashing ina h of we-
ter, snd rushing -ﬁ«ﬁm dhhu,."km:um
and sanoers, receiving solled chins
placing newly washed china to dry, and
sending clean china u fitl the apart-
ment with cintter, It is well that these
maidens have but little time to uplift their
&w—di- t-.lt.“ Were they allowed to add

r clntter to the general uproar the nojse
would becomes unbesrable, .

The dishwashing room is the lust of these

departments over whioh M,

¢ | stakes were gradually increased.

‘the American slang of the

Menjon's away extends. U

salons, be is also undisputed director of af-
faire, Thus he is enabled to buy the din-
ners of the hotel, superintend their cooking,
sod arrangg the manner of Hl'mh‘l-!

FPOKER IN LOXDOX.

Riso and Fail of the Americas Game Among
English Women.

When the game of poker was first intro-
dueed into England about ten years ago it
took an immediate hold of & certain set of
ladies in London, who, up to that period,
had been content to play whist every after-
noon for stakes whioh, although not partica-
larly low, were well within their means.
Poker, however, changed all this. The
“Flats”
who were not well acquainted with the
game were eagerly sought for and invited to

ple's houses at 8 moment’s notice. Need-
ess to say that very large sums ¢
hands,

Ladies whose faces are well known on the
Heath at Newmarket, on the Lawn at Good-
wood, and in the Royal Enclosure at Ascot,
opened wide their doora to let in Tom, Dick
and Harry, and often the wives of Tom,
Dick and , provided they would play
pokef, and were not too well versed in the
art of “bluffing” and “‘secing” blufls
‘When onee the novies had sequired experi-
ence and & genersl knowledge of the game,
the invitations became less irequent, and he
or she, in poker parlance, “reaily sat too
tight,” and had to be replaced by s morein-
nocent vietim,

Throngh several seasons the poker fever
raged. It mattered not to the ladies that
their houses gained such sobriguets as “the
hag’s hell,” so long as they could sitali day
with five cards in their hands and “straddle
the blind,” or risk their last £5 noteon a
“jackpotl.” These patricinn ludies had all
game at their
fingers’ ends. It was sucha delightful new
sensation for them, far ‘better than racing,
because it lasted so muoch longer and was
less fatiguing. But there were a few peo-
ple who always won, while there were a
great many who always lost. Gradually
the ladies quarrelled among themselves.
The meetings became less frequent, some of
the players were ruined, and others returned
to the race sourse

RULES FOR SLEEPING,
Never Lot Asybody Wake You, nor Retire

How many hours' sleep do you require?
As many as yon can get. That is the gen-
eral answerto such a question. No rule
can be laid down, Jeremy Taylor thrived

man.  Many centenarians are contented
with five hours, but some of them require
eight or nine. Unless you are aflicted with
a pronounced insomois—a thing widely
different from oceasional, and even sromble-
some wakefulness—youn are foolish to em-
ploy sny kind of narcotic drug, But there
are two rules of sleeping which evervbody
may adopt without hesitation: (1) Never
1et yoursell be awakened by anybody else,
but wait ootil you have slept out your
sleep; (2) Get up as soon as you are awake.

“If you follow these two rules, the hours of
sleep will very soon regulste themselves. If
voun read voursell 10 sleep you should read
a heavy book, not a light one—a book that
taxes and tires your brain, not one that stirs
and stimulates it. A dull book is good, n
stupid one is better. Some persons recom-
mend a cup of beel tea—just to amuse the
digestion, A couniry gentleman declared
that whenever he was afraid of a sleepless
night be used to invits the vicar of his par-
ish to smoke s pipe with him. The result
was & deep and refreshing slumber.

BEER A CENTURY OLD,

A Nevelty Passed Aronnd at m Loundon
Banguet by a Brewer.
Pall Mall Garette. ]

At the monthly house dinuer of the Lab-
oratory Club, held at the Criterion Besteur-
ant Insk night, Dr. G. H. Morris, of Messra.
Worthington & Ce."s, brewers, o! Burton-
on-Trent, read & paper on some beer which

that firm, and which was brewed in 1798,
It is believed that it was cellared on
the oceasion of the birth of some
previous members of the firm. The beer
was tasted by the members of the club and
pronounced to be sound; it possessed no

ditiop was rather of the gquality of sherry.
The bottles in which the beer was found
have been pronounced by an expert to have
been those in use at the end of the last cen-
tury. Dr. Morris, in the course of his
piper, stated that a microscopio examina-
tion o! the sediment eaused him to suspeet
the presences of o few veast cells still retain-
1ng vitality.

MUST HIT MOVING 0BJEQTS.

Eusglish Volunteers Are Golng te Stop
Shonting nt Bull's Eyes.
8t Jemes Gasette.]

The shooting compelitions at the new
Wimbledon are to be put upona commen
genne basis. Marksmanship still counts for
much; of what usein the field isa man
who cannot hit & moving object? How
many of our volunteers, however many
prizes they may have won at Wimbledon
and elsewhere, could bring down their maa
in the open field?

That is the pertinent ﬁnuﬁou which has
induced the National Rifle Association to
decide that the competitions at Bisley shall
be made more military and more consonant
with the counditious of modern warfere,
There are to be a great maoy more competi-
tions at moving and figure targets, and more
attention is to be paid to the very important
matter of volley iiring.
these sensible and gpractical competitions
should enormously increase the effective
shooting power of the voluntesrs,

THE COENER IN BARDINES.

It Will be Mere Difficalt te Effect it Than
nt Pirst Thought.
A grand international corner in sardines,

bread being taken trom

aud Portuguese coasts., The

fabrication of the article to saother port.
DAMAGES FROM THISTLES.

Three Ausdred Yards Away.
Pall Mall Garette.)

on three hours, and so does Cardinal New-/

was discovered walled up in the cellars of

bitteruess but was brillinnt, and its con-

A few years of

gays an English newspaper, is the latest
piece of intelligence in business circles. The
snoouncement has cansed anxziety in the
breasts of the poor folk who live on the
sardine fishery along the French Atlantio
seaboard, and tremble st the idea of their
them by
band of Englishmen, Belgians and Germans
united together in a sardine syndicate, The
little fish in the titined boxes is, as is well
known, chiefly caught all I]DIIE the French
eadquarters

of the market is at Nantes, where the secret
of prepariog and tioning the fish is well
ed. On this account it will be diffi-

cult to effect a2 monopoly or to transfer the

One NMaon Maes Another Whose Land Was

An smusing case was heard yesterday at
Loughborugh county court, where a retired

SHAVING GREAT MEN. |

Bill Nye Listens to the Reminis-
cences of An Historic Barber.

CUTTING COMMODORE VANDERBILT,

The Executioner's Leiter of Introduction
to o Blaughter House.

BARRETT AND DEPEW IN THE CHAIR

IWRITTEN FOR THE DISPATCH.]

T was in Chi-
cago, the boom-
%ing city along
Z{whose  busy
streets I hadso
often wandered
and on the
banks of whose
brawling river
I bad so oft
been bridged
that I met o
barber  who
made aspecial-
ty of shaving
eminent men.
I noticed that
my presence
did not seem to unnerve him as I had sup-
posed it wonld, and that he held my nosea
good deal higher while shaving, my upper
lip than I had ever held it even in the
bright and haleyon days when, as a little
boy, I wore s vest made over from other
garments of my father’s handed down from
the dim and musty past.

He was a middle-aged man with & deep,
red eye, shaded by & clustering mass of eye-
brow through which the lake breeses were
wont to sough. The other eye was in the
snme gondition. Hishair had formerly been
8 bright red.

Sowe wae flowing and some had fled. I
thought of this sentiment whilst he wax
shaving me, and when he had finished I
wrote it in his album for him,

He bad ao air of neglige and easy naiveite
and bon homme and carte blanche, and wore
linen cuffs with edgings of iron . His
collar also had gray whiskers on ?:Iﬂd the
mans around the buttons of his trousers

Aurnxninarmﬂyﬁm

needed rosching. He was a man of fine
mold, and while he strained me to his
breast as he shaved under my chin I discov-
ered that he carried a little asa'cetida in his
left hand vest pocket to keep off contagious
diseases, and also that he had a very lond
ticking watch of the American type, with a
revolutionary movement,

THE SAD BARBER WEPT.
At times he spoke almost sadly of the past

and of those he had shaved, who were now
in a land where ull beards are worn almost
exclosively, Onee, ns e spoke of a states-
man who had passed on and left us, he asked
me to excuss him as he wiped a large hot
tesr from the top of my head. Isaid, “Never
mind; weep ou, thou sad-hearted wan. Re-
lieve thine o’ercharged orbs. It will do thee
good. I have wept in a barber shop many
atime myself. It does me good to see thee
do o now."

When he had recovered himself s little,
he wiped his eyes somewhat on a towel, and,
going into the clothes press for & few mo-
ments, where I heard him measuring out
some cough medieine, he soon returned,

brightened up a great éul, he nnd his breath |

both huving gained a great deal of atrength,
it secmed to me.

He nnid that he used to shave Commodore
Vanderbilt. I asked him how the Commodore
was to shave. Hg said that he always got
shaved at home. “T wused to go up every
morning and shave him ac his home. He
let orders that I was to come to his room,
and there I would alwaysfind hiwm in his
shirt sleeves. He rarely swore at me, fear-
ing that T might aceidentally cut his cheek.
He frequently had soft boiled egg on the
end of his nose, but I never laid up any-
thing agin him forthat., You never can tell
where soft boiled egg will light. I even
found soft boiled esz on Mr, Beegher’s chin
onoce, aud he said it must have been there
all through one of his most searching ser-
mons. You sever know when yon eat a solt
boiled egg whether the most of it went in-
side on the lining of the coats of the stamach
or outside on the lining of your overcoat, or
in your ear or down the back of your neck.

THE COMMODORE LOST PATIEXNCE,

“Oge time, however, the Commodors
swore at me quite a good deal, T remember.
I bad shaved him a little too close, and go
his face bled a little. Of course I had to
rub wlom on it to stop the bleeding and it
made the old mun quite smart for one of his
time of life, He got kind of hot, and told
me I could go away and never come
any more. Itold him I had a wife and
fawily and I would like very much to stay.

***No,” said he, 'vou cannot sbave ‘for a
biled owl," " or 'for sour apples,’ or ‘the ace
of spades,” or some such thing he said, I
know. ‘But,’ said ke, ‘I do not want to see
your family suffer. You have eut my face

so often now, you —— muyllet he and
then puckered it up with dlum, that my
mouth sta

open ull the time, and prett
soon I will have to put a gore intodnbuz
of my neck, Go away [rom my ho
nevar, never relurn, il yoo please. I
said, T do not want_your family to suffer,
and so I will give you a leiter to 8 business
msan [ kuow dowa town, who will see that
you get a job at his place. Now go away.’

V"He gave me the letter, and I opened it
enreful so as not to eut the check, if there
was any into it. But there wasn't any. It
was just & short letter, Itsaid:

Dear JorX—This will introduce s barber
who has besn practicing on me for quite
awhile and patiently working hls way up 1 a

ition where now I feel like him this
Bﬁ'.m and earnest letier to m- has a

family d on bi an o ¢hn
fad s 2o 8 Sty oy S hed
Yours truly, Wmmm’r

P, B.—Lat lilm try it first on the castle that
are already dead. . eV,
“Did you ever shave any other oele-
brated people beside Vaoderbiit wnd me?”

BARREIT IN THE CHAIR.
“Yes, I used to shave Mr, Barreti—Law-

mulurwn] tke great actor, when he was
in & hurry. entered the shop rather

pl men and
s woman pulling up the thistles. Affer
four hours’ hearing the jury gave a verdiot
for the plsi ng the damages at §
guineas. was that the thistles
grew on the  Jand also.

it aad glidy 1ike, 83 1f he o
L i e e

at an early dats, I wouldsay, ‘Good morne
ing, llr.im' o

“He would sy, I know fhee

St 2 ol
og wonder and

th nfr:ua{ the only man for whom he
ever thowed & genuine respeet and esteem
which nothing could shake. Then hewonld
take off his coat and fold his arma againand
throw back his hesd snd try to look like the
o dispsteher for

shoes on the floor like a tumbler thas is
chalking his feet in the circus, & habit he
Eot when he was a bareback rider, and thea
e_wonld inhale mnd exbale his breath
S i By, 0, e
ou gas an ¥ v
which mu& meant passion, so I unaer-
.h'y‘"ﬁ:g{l’ ol “uml-h':{:ud- varlet,
thou nnwlrm;;"m& Balate
me mlll, thou pun-Amgrican stoughton bot-
Avisne, Bhet upl WIlk thoe, ovosseh moas
vaunt;} el nn
the ribald **Nextl” into the ear of Laur-r-r-
ence Bar-r-r-r-rette?’

LAWRENCE 15 QUIET,

“I would then ejaculate ‘Ratsl’ and he
would take a sest in the chair like & king
that is getting $4 & week to reirm l.hmuih
one act and theo take tickets at the door the
rest of the time, I offered him onee a strop
to hold in his hand to reign with, but he
would not have it.”

“Is he hard to shaye?"”

"No, he is quiet in the chair, and winks
periectly natural. He is a real good fellow,
I think, if he would only try to forget that
he is sitting for & lithograph. When hegets
his head out of the iron head rest and is not
lut:fgx his photograph taken he is first
by |

*“Who else did you ever shave?"

“I have shaved Chauncey M. Depew
once, but he did not know about it or st
least I did not tell him who I was, and so
perhaps he would not remember me now.
He was very nice and quiet, snd didn’t
make me any trouble. He kept looking at
the clock while he was being shaved, and
said something over softly to himself. I

nd{nd he was going out to dine somewhaere.

asked him if he wasn't Mr. Depew, and he
said he was, Then [ asked him if he ever
heard about the tramp shat called at a farm-
house on Filth avenue to get something to
eat. He said no, he had nov. Well, there
was nothing to it, only it seems that once a
poor tramp, with elam shells in

HIS RICH HEMBRANDT BEARD

and chicken feathers in his nut brown hair,
called at s quiet farmbouse on upper Fifth
avenueand asked for food. ‘Odds bodkins,’
exclaimed the farmer’s wife, as he came to
the door, you are indeed in & sorry plight.
And how long sioce you food?*

' *Four days,’ said the tramp, catehing
madly at the waistband of his trousers just
in time, for he had no suspenders, ‘four
days I have been without food, and four
nights T have slept in a railroad enlvert
with nothing over me but a first and second
mortgage and a right of way. I have a col-
lege education and an angel mother. Give
me a erust, lady, or a little plam duff, lady,
and God will rewnrd you. For three days
1 wandered nimlessly around on the site of
the World's Fair trying to find my way to
the settlements, On the fourth day I came
upon a habitation and tried to get s Lite.
There was only one bite at this house, and a

mauve, colored bulldog got that.
Lady, will you give me of your bounty, or
must I ask you to look the other way while
1 pass out at the gate aud ﬂgo away?'

**The good woman could not resist this
peal, and so she got soma crullers aad
cabbage with vinegur onto it. Also n glass
ol milk and a cold sausage. The poortramp
took it and was about to conceal the whole
thing in his whiskers, when the good lad
said, "You ought at least to ask grace an
give thanks before you eat your food. Let
me In{;f you to ask » blessing before you
eat. bat is all right in theory, lady,” ex-
elaimed the tramp as he nbsorbed the sausage
and drained his giass, *but it does not work
well in praotice, Me and Cluunoe’ Depew
ll“‘;l talks better after we've et,”

“Who else have yon shaved?”

MR, EVARTS' CHARACTERISTICS,

“Well, T have shaved Mr, Evarts. He is
a kind hearted old geutleman, with s skin
that hangs around his throat like the seat of
an elephant’s trousers sround a baby ele-
phant. He is a genpledan, every inch of

Unly One Bile at This House.

him. He does not talk much with barbers,
though. Ha is a thoughtful man, but does
not dress well. Opeday he wanted me to
brush his hat. I brushed it the wrong way
for him. He did not know the difference,
but gave gave me a quarter and weot out,
One day I tried to show off to him, and
\rllhlu I was ghaving him I spoke of the
beautiful
the poet:
Juane?'

“He said that some days in March was s
good deal rarer, for he'd seen "em when they
wus dlmost raw. He isa wag, Mr. Evarts
is. He ean think o/ more puns than any-
body. He is really a wit ol the old schoo
but he is hard to shave, and when you get
luther up his nose his remarks are almost
cruel at times,"”

The historical barber then powdersd my
high, intelieotual Adam’s apple and I eame
awny. BILL NYE.

HAD DROPPED HER NEPHEW.

Greenwich Ladies Not Overly Carefuol of
Such Trifles ns Bowe,

A Greenwich lady, says & London news-
paper, while leaving against the parapet of
the embankment nud gazing nt & pasming
steamer with the soul-filled admiration of
sll Greenwich® ladies for all passing
steamers, became conscious that she had
dropped somethinginto the river, Her bag,
parcel, handkerchiet and umbrella all an-
B “Present” as she mentally called
the roll. and it then became probable that
the thing she had dropped was & nephew.

A careiul Inspeetion of the water below
established the seenrnoy of the surmise, the
nepbew beig oaiward beund n's e

ol eo. m Bg Ta e
home with the tide. Belore th'e‘co -2 to
whom she Iater mentioned the mutter conld
h‘l'v.-d“gg:“ the water vlvuld bave dis-
80| existing earthly relations ofjthe
missing article had not lm’ gwam out
aod resoued him, Itis evident that
Greenwich ladies should not be allowed to
have nephews unless they are tied to shem
with & stous string. A

ring westher and coated from
"Bh, what iy 50 rare as s day in

IDEAS OF CULTURE.

Boston Women Are Introducing Their
Minds to Philosophy

AND HUMBUGGING THEMSELVES.

One Enthusisstic lady's Hard Btruggle
With & Volume of Fichter.

MRS, ALEXANDER SULLIVAN'S TALKS

[CORRESPONDENCE OF THE DISPATCH, )
BostoN, February 21.—0f all the com-
plex produets of modern civilization, it is to
be doubted if thers is anything more saton-
ishing or more inexplicable than that thing
which the Boston woman eslls her mind.
Boston men, ss & rule, do not take the
troudle to assert their possession of anything
of the sort, and if they have s mind simply
use it and say nothing abont it; but the
Boston woman has her mind on her con-
science, 50 to speak,

1t would be interesting to know just where
the Boston woman draws the line between
amusement and cultivation, if indeed she
draws it snywhere. Bhe mixes lectures and
recepiions, study classes and luncheon par-
ties so thoroughly mnd with such an air of
looking at them from the same point of view
that one cannot tell whether she takesevery-
thing so seriounaly or looks npon all so friv-
olously.

At the preseat moment the Mind—it
should always be spelled with s lsrge M—is
given in about equal proportions to the
Greek play, to lunecheons and afterncon
teas, ana to philosophy. The Juncheons are
dreadful festivities, chiefly confined to the
fair sex, which last for about three hours,
have as many courses as a dinner and com-
pletely spoil not only the day but the even-
ing; of the Greek vlay there is more to be
said when the time comes; and the philoso-
pby is in the shape of lectures. In the first
vlace Prof. Boyece, of Harvard, has been
lecturing in drawing rooms sbout Bpinoza
and other distinguished and distinetly io-
comprehensible philosophers. He has wn-
doubtedly taught much, and one of the re-
sults has been the quickening ol an intense
desire to master—or, 28 I an speaking of
women, should I say fo mistress?—all
konowledge.

A BTRUGGLE WITH FICHTER,

“] was so fired by the lecture one day,"’
s Boston woman said, “‘that I went ltrligi:t
to the library for a volume of Fichter, I
waa delermined to know all there was in his

ﬂ:‘hﬂpﬁ to know, but I thought I wonld
n 'ltg a gmall volume I asked

the librarian for the smallest volume on
Fichter she and ghe gave me a little
book that looked as though a baby might

master it, it was so small and so pretty.
II'B:'I the viciousness of ﬂu&l v.:l‘nxn I :.shm;:
1 to express to you. wn

one night, and I could not comprehend the
first word. It was worse than a nonsense
rhyme, and it wesn’t half so amusing, But
1 said to i ‘I bave taken it in the
evening my brain isn't clear.” But
the next morning whem I tried it, it was
more incomprebensible than ever. Isaidto
mysell that ignorance was on the whole
preferable to idioey, even in Boston;and I
mildly but fiemly earried the small book
back to the library;und now I listen to the
lectures as il they were not rullL‘mt w
be nnaerstood but only to be ‘enjoyed as
music. They are charmiog on that basia.”

Prof., Louis Dyer is also giving lectures to
the fushionable ton women, and the con-
versation at the lengthy luncheons aforesaid
tarns upon lofty subjects which the masca.
line head reels merely to hear mentioned.
The women are as grave about it as children

over the makebelieves of their childish
sports. They might really be in earnest for
all one enul?ull from their manner.

A WESTERN QIEL'S OPINION,

“T am afraid I nhould never do for Bos-
ton,” = clever Western girl said the other
day. "I have frivclous moments even while
the diseussion of the nniverse and the alti-
mate end of man was going on. I even let
my frivolous attention become absorbed in
the exquisite fluvor of an entree or o salad
while I am hearing the deepest truths of
philmphy at an intellectnal
luncheon.”

“You forget,” she was answered, "“that
philosophy has no truths; it has onl
themiwi but laying that question aside, it
is to be inferred from what you say that you
must really be s Bostonian changed in your
crndle. Your attitude is precisely that of
the Boston woman, except that she con-
scionsly and deliberntely lets her mind
wander. Onee a dispussion is started in
which she does not have to bear s part, she
deliberntely turas her mind out to grass and
lets it run its uaregenerate course. Her
only care is w preserve an outward sem-
blance of atiention; .and for assoming a
comprehension and an enjoyment in topies
in which oue has not the slightest interest
or understanding, the Boston Tmm isprob-
ably without rival in the d.”

““How perfectly ““i'" he Western girl
protested. ““Now,I think the Boston women,
mind and all, are delightiul.”

EVEN HUMBUGS HERSELF.

“Delightfull™ her interlocutor echoed,
“They are without equal in the world.
“They are enchanting, Most womerd can
bumbug men, but the WOmAD can 2o
to the length not ouly of humbuggin
women, but of sccomplishing the donbl!\lﬁ
feat upon her very own self. Bhe is not
anly d‘:iightﬁll, but she is superb.’”

It is not nlone the mind that recdeives ai-
tention in Boston. The great hundiesp
meeting, under the ices of the Boston
Athletic Association, which is the athletic
section of the Athletic Clab, showed that
the beginning had been made of the

progress
which may in time become as famous and as
honorable as those of Greece.

On Monday afternoon of this week Mrs.
Margaret Selli the wife of Mr. Alexan-
der Bullivan, ot Chies ke in the par-
lors of Mrs. Clara Erskine Clement Waters,
so widely known as & writer upon matters of
art. The sul wus the Irish question,
and an invited eompany, includige s num-
ber of people of note in lile or 10 terature,
came together to Hear. Mrs, Sullivan spoke
warmly and ecloguently, and it was evident
that she won the sympathy of her
sudience, Mrs. Bullivan’s familiarify with
the subject, with her clearness of statement,
could hardly have failed to produce a deep
impression. i

SHE DIDE'T INTEND IT 80.

A story which is apropos of nothing is told
hero at the expense of the wife of the Presi-
dent of o prominent Western railrosd. It is
to the effect that when Mr. Charles Francis
Adams was choser President of the South-
ern Pacifio road he chanced to cull upon the
}:I.y in question, who was at the time in

ton.

“I do not know just what I am to do, Mra,
P.,” be said, in refercnce to his new dignity.
“Sometimes it seems to me that I am only &
znotq’nnhd.!w oroament rather than
r USE.

“Yes,"" she assented, ““that is exactly what

my busband wassayin o

{ud it mmnﬂfm‘&mw
gone that the lady reflected that it was jost
possible that the had not undsratood

that her husband’s remark had reference
omuwndmww
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CHAPTER XIIL
ALOXE IN THEIR LOVE.

‘When Lazarus came forth from Gethsem-
ane, the garden of Amos, his heart was sore
and tender with remorse and with love.* His
feeling toward the Nawarene rose into ardent
longing, and he made all haste st the frst
possible moment to meet the generous and
forgiving friend, whose attitude toward him-
self was oneof such nobility and fidelity. The
opportunity did not arrive until the ing
on the second day thereafter, when the hour
of evening prayer found Lazarus actively
searching for Jesus in his usual baunts st
Jerusalem. The search was unsucoessful. In
the course of it Lazarus happened to come
upon John the fishermsn, whe informed him
quietly, somewhat coldly, Lazarus thought,
that his Master journeyed to Tiberias, whither
he himself should follow with other disci-
ples of the rabbi upon the sucoeeding day.
It did, indeed, occur to Lagarus that he
might go to Tiberias himself; but at that
precise time came the order from the
High Priest to improve the villa at Caper-
nAnm,

Lazarus responded without s moment’s
besitation. .

Thus again had fate, or that movement of
our natuyes to which we are gpt to give the
comfortable name of fate, interposed between
the young man and the tescher whom he
idealized and neglected, revered and
grieved, Now in this tremendous ment
in night, and storm, and wreek, and in the
face of death, the two had met and yet bad
met not. Laszarus had not even seen the
eountenance of his iriend; it was so dark,
and his own eyes so dimmed by those tears
that come of seaward gazing and siraining.
He had only felt that bepignant and
wondrous presence as one might feel the
passing of an angel in the darkness. Jesus
himseil had not spoken an audible word.
Luszarns faocied that his breath came quick-
ly, either in agitation or from exhaustion;
but Lie was so used to associating the Naz-
arene with the signs of power, achirvement,
and self- on that it was diffienlt for
him to sttribute these indications of effort
and pathetio sensitiveness to that mysterious

personality.

At any rate, whether aggrieved or rebuk-
ing, whether in tenderness or in displeas-
ure, the Nazareoe had gone.

he first movement of it myst be
admitted, was toward Zabara, To discover
wh:etdhr she still liﬂ]g—-thh wet duu::’-
nated everwthi eon delies
wet hand in m";l-“ dnppod“buﬂl at her

side. He bent above her, reverently daring
to put his ear u sacred 3
heart beat— y, but steadily enough,

m:da :ll:i' hurttag s muifmkq‘l'm shock
an wreck do not easiiy N
“Bherltivul" murmured Lazirus, ‘“‘She
is saved. Zahars lives!”

Then, to his credit let us record it of him,
before Lazarus made another effert in behalf
of Zuhara he did make one to reeall his
friend.

“Master I eried Lazarus, “Lord, return
tome ! Return! Stay with mebut & mo-
ment, Rabbon, that I may worship thee,
thou Hope of Lsreal I"

But the solemn movement of the cleanders
against the dying wind was the only answer
which the young man received. Jesus did
not return,

The storm was now abated, s suddenly as
it bad arisen. The wind bad sunk like »
whipped hound. The waves were restless
still; but that pathwsy of light upon which
the mystical vision ot the Nagzarene had
trodden widened slowly, brosdenad wsol-
emnly, until it lay u'gn the lake hike holy
oil, and quelled it batever might be the
fate of ‘s companions in the little

leasure boat, Lasarus did not ask; it must
owned that he had fo to ecare.
Zahars breathed. Zahars lay st his feet, &
lovely, sobbing, living woman, coming to
ber senses with all sorts of preuty frights
and signs of distress that drove every other
gonsciousness from his nature.

It was pight. It was solitude. If was
Zabara. No haod could sostech her from
him wow. Neither gods nor men could rob
bim of that one hour. It was his own.

. * moaned Zabara, “am I
drowned? Are we dead together, thou
sad 17"

thee, for I koow mot, * & # me,
Zah-u,“' art thou burt? Dost thou saffer
pain? How can I comfort thee?"

“I am wet,"” said Zahara, “sad it i
terrible, sud I suffer such fright as might
kill s woman; but I will be stronger than
my fright, I sball arise and get me to my
inther.”

She struggled to ber fest and stood befors
the young man for au instant, full ‘n the
mrfilhl. Her superb form shone through
her wet drapery, which el to her from
peck to ankles. Lazarus looked np at her
from the sands where he koelt at feet.
His brain -whirled. Beautiful creaturel *
# # He held up his hands to her. Zabara
hueﬂmll‘ me, La ** she said faintly, “1

“Ha: P atly,
cannot walk ;lo:a.n‘kslp me homeward,
for I would fain—""

‘What would Zahara fain have done? She
nover told him. Lazmiun never asked.
, he Infted his appealing nrms;

and Zahars, likes rl.nn-l]lim to them.

He onught her .."a drew g':::ly down.
Bhe did n:ht struggle with him. She came
right roy r—omng
and wl:l. s

uod to

:im to uer her.

“Lazarus!” ahe murmared,” I am alive
and I love theel”

“And-we arealone, and Ilove theel Come
to me, Zahars, for I would shelter then.”

Zahars came. He her to his
arins, to hus shoulder, 1 hia breast, slowly,
delicately, airaid, not of men or olr‘::rh,
but of his own und of the en's
holy natare. The queenly girl erept to him
as gently as the meekest woman of them all.
Durk as it was, he closed his eyes insti
ively, that he might for the
moment see  mnoth
dim outlive of b:r.
drooping ‘ace—that m
mgmu b n?‘

er
st s

cheek to his o
‘pressura of
or
st her,

£
g
EEF

§
gk
=
i

.
i

£

his beard, the

W%ﬂfﬁ surrendered

Presentiy he Jook 3

at a time was enough;

too manifold & juy ¥ To touch her

mm.h That first embrace be choss
ans,

H
h
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bhave kissed them with the kisses of
mouth and made thews mine, and mine’
make them !

He held the maiden away from his heart
and soatehed her back again; be clasped her
till she was fain to erv out for sweet
and then to nestle to him as if she be
clasped and hart again.
d‘::'bligh:bl.pon the ?i&ht. n:hnt i b.t;

0 soe o my own.

“\Fere it -a‘cll::-z, then ,;m“’n: we to-
gether, oh, my lover. Curse not the gloom
that gives me to thine arms. Why, Lazaras,
I am happy to be here! Dear, my lord. I
love thee,”

“I bless the night, T bless the swrm, I
bless the wrack, I bless the durk—and thae,
I bless, Zahara. Iclaspthee. Ikiss thes—
I enfold thee—and I worship thee.”

“Logarus 7"

“Zaharal'”

“I must depart. I must return. I must
get ma to my father—"'

“*Zahars, thou must stay, thou must re-
maio, thou must rest upon my hearl™

“"How long, my lora 7

“Till I release thee,"

“That must be immediately, sweet sir.”

““That shall be whan I elect, fair lady.”

!“Thon art & Herod. Thon pluyest tyrant
mtlll:(l ::.:idcn. o

iy u art not happy of such tyrann
thou art as free as thepbiz:l that flieth lh:
the treetop.” * #* =

“Zabars?"
¢ ''What wounldst thou, Lasaras?"

“Thou answer me not. Wouldst thou be
free of me? Rebellest thou sguinst thy
Herod? Then leave me. Go, Zsbars. By
the oath of who did honor and love
Rebecea, I stay thee not, if thou mislikest
%’ 5 t. Wouldst depart, Zahara?

onldst thou go from me?’

“Nuy, then, Lugarus. For I cannot,”

"I constrain %g; not. See! My arms
mrelmu?. thee. y dost thou not escape

“Dear, my lord. Ihave saidit. Igo
nof, bedunse I cannot. A power grester
than the force of a man’s arm constraineth
me. Nay, I escape not."”

“Name the pame of this power, Zahara?™

“Bebold, I know not, Perhaps
men call it love,”

“"Zahara! Princess! Bright One! Shining!
Thoua desrest! Thon divineist! I clusp thee,
I control thee. Thou nestiest to my heart

Hksnuiiﬁe glave.”
b mel. I am the slave of
and thou art its lord, and mine. m
ol Bannhmulhu'ﬂtxudim
thou willest, thst I am to thee. ol Al
love, thee!”

ith kisses that blotted out life snd
death, and heaven and earth, and law and
cousciousness, be semled thowe womanly
poa her warm upliited lips. When
from the bindrunee of ecstasy his breath re-
turned to bim, aod the voies thereo!, be
sought to try the maides; what should be
the megning of her soul to him?

“Zahars, thou knowest me what T am—
Lazarus the builder, sn honorable man; bus
thon art the hter of the High Priest
Thine sm I utterly and always. What aré

for it is mighty? Man and woman

one rank and unhindered of their will—these
wed—bat that thou wouldst not. Thom
couldst not—stoop to—me."”

id;ll have said !tf" whispered Zahara tim-
y.

“What haat thon s2id? The ears of my
soul are deaf. 1 amstanned with joy. Lov-
est thou me, Zabara * * * gnough for

“My lord, beboid tkine handmaid, Be it
unfo we as thou electest.

Bo said Zahars; not inaudibly, but in s
strong, sweet voice. She lifted her face
from the breast of her lover, and threw her
fine head back that she mighs regard him,
or try to regard him through the dare. For
a momens silence, sweeter than speech, suo-

Bhe drew away from him = little in s kind
of sudden terror, whether of him or herself
or of the thing which she had muid. Then
slowly she thrust back her head, till it sank
lower and lower still upon the palm of his
outstretched hand. Thus she lay, with her
oy bandiny ovee, Riesnd her Suhe oy
y DR over, er on
ML. arms sad

"Neither Aunas nor soy man—shall say
me nay”—vowed Lazarus, “but I will have

A few men and women koow for one hour
in their lives, and only one—and most of us
at no time—moments such as came that night
to this youth and maiden, cast z nceident
into thet precious wolitude thay
wrested from fate as his treasure. In an age

e Iomh‘l:i mea
snd women way converss without a witness,
the rarity and value of that mesting be
hur“immm“w.gnw

i .
F?thmhkmtbmm%ﬁqﬂ all
alse but each other—saving the reverence of
tiheir greet love? The storm, the shi
the rescue, the rescuer, the poor serfs,
te who knows what fate” the old man agon-
ized on the distant shore—these were as
they were not to the lovers, Was not Zabars
drenched through all her pretiy, fli
clothes? Bhe thonght not, knew not, e:'z
not. 'Was she not chilled to the heart, ana
shivering with coldy

“Nay, love, thon warmest ma. Thine
arms are and cover me. Thy lips ars
flumes of fire, and I do sheiter me
Thow commandest, nud I am at ease. Thou
bresthest upon me and I am strong, '

“Thou lovest me, and I am dedied]” cried
Lagarus.
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thou to me and to the desire of m b-x:!
’bnrn




